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I   d o n ’ t  

o f t e n  lo o k  

i n t o  my  s ou l 

b e cau s e   I ’ m  

s ca re d  o f  w H at   i  

m i g h t  fi n d   li f e  o n  

t h e  st re e t s  a n d  i n  t h e  

g h e t t o s   h as  h a r d e n e d  

m e  s o   I ’ m  N Ot  a f f e c t e d  li k e  

i  s h ou l d  b e  w h e n  i  h e a r  a  

ba by ’ s  c ry   d o n ’ t  g e t  m e  w ro n g , i  

st i ll ca re  but  i  d o n ’ t  f e e l t h i n g s  

as  d e e p  a ny m o re   t h e  re a l a n d  pas -

s i o nat e  m e  i s  i n  h e re   s o m ew h e re    

b e h i n d  t h e  t h ou s a n d  wa ll s ,  I  h a d  t o  c o n -

st ru c t  a rou n d  my  h e a rt  j u st  t o  k e e p  f ro m  

g o i n g  i n s a n e   it ’ s  g o n na  ta k e  a  lot  o f  love  a n d  

pat i e n c e  t o  k n o c k  t h e s e  wa ll s  d ow n   but  it ’ s  n ot  

a n  i m p o s s i b l e  tas k    pl e as e  d o n ’ t  g ive  u p.  

     m . h . j

sitting in my room thinking of my past 

mistakes, they remind me of the walls 

never letting me go. my bed is so hard

that it retRieves memories of the pain 

I’ve caused, wishing I could take it back. 

my desk symbolizes what i’ve learned 

from my past mistakes. the stale air 

constantly breathes on me, reminding 

me that i can’T change what i’ve done.  I 

can only try to make  it better. this is 

the room  i hate. this is the room i stay 

in.

                  l.s.


